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From Saturday Nov. 11, to Saturday Now. 18. 1704. 





A Prologue to the Corinthian Queen, 
Spoken by Mr. Booth, being the 
firft time of the whole Company's 
Playing. | 


J HE Hero and the Lover long have been 
The pleafing Bus nes of the Tragick Scene ; 
Tnfpiring Courage, warms the beautious Dame, 
And Venus blufbes at the Soldier's Name. 
So Riwnl Quens for Alexander ftrove, 
With all the Warmth of Eloquence and Love ; 
Ambitious to enflave that Prince, whofe Sword 
Hd made him the World's univerfal Lord. 
And Beauty's Charms do, with kind genial Heat 
And noble Ardour, animate the Great. 
The Conquer'd Victor then pleas'd to obey, 
To bis Great Miflr:fs yields the Sov’raign Sway 5 
With Pleafure executes hér dread Commands, 
‘And fill refigns his: Laurels te ber Hands. 
Sothat Great Day when Anna was the Word, 
And every conquering Brittain drew his Sword, 
Her Name with Terror ftrook tie Nations round, 
Aad unknown Fears their numerousT roops confound. 
Gauls and Bavarians feet the Wat’ry Graves, 
And fbrond Difbonour in the Crimfon Waves : 
They fear to Die, but yet much more they fear, 
With Anmna’s powerful Vertue to wage War. 
"Twas that which gatler'd Laurels from afar, 
And made her Sildiers more than Men appear : 
Her generous Vertue was the noble Caufe ; 
She fought alone, to fix with equal. Laws. 
The World ; afferted Liberty to own 
And fettle the then tot riug Empire's Crown, 
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The Baiting of the Monfter. 


Turbulent Monfter as eer was created, 
Was lately chain’d down to the Stake to be baited. 
The Rabble flock'd in from all parts of the Town, 
Such a Mob at the Beat-Garden never was known. 
The winder{u! Beaft was too ſtrong for 4 Deg i 
It was therefore thought Wifdom to let go a Hog : 
Rut the Rabble cry'd ont, “twat a Popifh Defign, 
That fo facely a Brute fhonld be foil'd by « Swine ; 
So they turn'd him, and ſqueexd him, and fhow'd 
him about, 
Thar the Hog at long run, thonghr it fafe to [queak 
out. 
They kunted Lim round, made him caper and ferk it, 
Wo Devil drove Hog to fo curfed a Market, 
At laft, being cunning, he mate a Retreat, 
And grunting along, [bot the dangerous Pit. 
The Monfer encourag'd by trufty god Friends; 
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He at laft 


‘Can treat the 
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Made a tediou⸗ — yet gain'd not is Ends; 
For at lat they deliver'd him upto a Pack 

Of twelve —* —75 who gung him on's Back. 
Yet he 5 Jo hard, thar with wonderful Pains, 


av'd his Bacon, and broke alt bis Chains. 
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The Mad-Man’'s Entertainment. 


V ERE J, MIMA frantick Sinner, 
To give the World 4 good Fifh Dinner; 

The num'rous finny Race [ould be 
Cook d in their Element the Sea, 
And at one time be ready dreft, 
To treat my univerfal Gweff, 
Some Fools there are it’t ten to one, 
Will ery, This is not to be done ; 
Bat let me tell yon my Advice, 
Will Stew vaft rs in a trice. 

Hell I'd remove beneath the Water; 
And make the Sea boil ever ater ; n 
The coddled Fifb would float at top, 


» And as I plead Pd Ladle’om up. 


Thus by this Crotchet in my Skull, 

I'd give the World its Belly full, 

But then, fay * we cannot think 

What way you will provide us Drink ? 

As to that Point, you mmf} in Treeh, 

Expect no Liquor tur the Broth : 

For who, 5 the Gods Divine, 
niverfe with Wine, 
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Upon a Giant’s Angling. 


IS Angle-rod made of a fturdy Oak, 

His Line a Cable, which in Storms ne'er broke ; 
His Hook he baited with a Dragons T ail, 
And fate upon a Rock, and Bobb'd for Whale. 
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The Haſty Courtthip. 


7* Madam, if you are fo Nice; 

You cant Love one you've feen but twice ; 
Pray fpeak, that I may cafe my Pain, 

And never fee your Face again: 


But if my Perjon ove 
And fs at fend fight cm Love, 
With equal Heat, lets fall to Sporting, 


For by my Life; 1 hate long Courting. Ou 

























































ee On the Celebrated new Toft,Mrs. B-~ 


Bad of Beauty, may 
No untimely Frojt decay 
The early Glories which we trace, 
i thy marchle{s Face ; 
But kindly opening, 
Frefh Reauties every Day difelo 


Such as by Nature 
In all the Bloffoms [he 
what conquef [hall you make, 
ly dayly take ¢ 
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Who Hearts alread) . 7 
Scorch’d in the Morning with thy Beams, 
How fhall we bear thofe fad Extreams, 

muft attend thyt 


When thow {halt to thy Noon 








Thirfis t¢ Celia. 
‘ELL me néwmore y 


Can they pret 
Refufe what Love perſu 
Who once has felt his atlive Flame, 
Dull Laws of Honour will difdain ; 
You would be thought his Slave, and yet 
You will not to bis Pow'r fubmit. 
More cruel thant 


For all the Kindnefs which 
Eath Smile and Kifs whi 
Are like thofe Cordials whi 
To Dying Men, to make them Live, 
And languifh out an Hour in Pain ; 
Be hinder, Celia, or difdain, — 


love in vain, 
you this Paffion feign ; 
to love, who do 

Ades them to ? 





Beauties are, 


us £0 Difpair ; 
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Celia’s Anfer to Thirfis. 


Hirfis, 7 wifh as well as you, 

To Honour there were nothing due ; 
Then would I pay my debt of Love 

In the fame Coim that you at : 
Which now you muft in Friendfhip take, 
Tis “fin P ow f * make ; 
Friena[hip fo high, that 1 mu 2 

Tis rather Lat with fome Al 1 

And refi contented, fince that 
4s well my Self as you deny. 
“earn then of me bravely to bear 
The want of what you hold molt dear : 
And that which Hononr does in me, 
Let my Example work on thee. 


* 
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A Tale out of Anacreon. 


A T dead low Ebb of 
But creat Charles } 

When Mortals ſtrict Ceffation keep, 

To recruit shemfelves with Sleep ; 

A "Fas then a Boy knockt at my Gate, 

there, faid I, that calls fo late > 

me in: be foon reply’d, 

J am ahild, and then be cry’h ; 

¢ wander without Guide or Light 

Loft im this Wer, Blind, Meonlels Night. 

dn pity then J rofe, and ffreigks 

Unberr'd my Door, and |prang a Light : 

Behold, it was a lovely Boy, 

A jweeter Sight ne’er blet mine Eye. 
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f view'd him vound, and fav frrange thing} 
A Bow; a Quiver, and two Wings ; | 
1 led him to the Five, and then 
1 dry'd and chaf'd kis Hand with mine : 
I gently prefs'd bis Treffes, Curles, 
Which new fall’n Rain bad hung with Peariss 
A: laf, then Barth, the Toungster jaid, 
Alafs my Baw ! Tam afvnid 
The String is wet, Pray Sir, ler's try, 
My Bow ; Do, do, faid 1. 
He bent it, [bor Jo quick and fmart, 
As tho my Liver reachd my Heart. 
Then in a t¥ice he took hii Fligt; 
And laughing, Jaid, My Bow is right, 
dt is, O tis 7 for as he {poke, 
Twas not his Bow, but my Heart br:ke: 








His Grace the Duke of Aarldorongh, to 
further the early Proceedings of the next 
Campaign, and to penetrate into the 
Bowels of France, is gone to the Courts of - 
Hatnover and Berlin, to perfwade the King 
of Prufia and the Houle of Luxnburgh to 
be ready with their Quota’s at the Open- 
ing of the Spring, He returns to Holland 
in fifteert Days ; trom whence he is to be 
tranfported to England in one of her Ma- 
jelty’s Yatehs, which waits for him. 


‘The Marthal Tallard, and the reft 
of the French Generals, have prevailed 
with the States General; to remain at 
Breda till the Arrival of the Duke of 
Marlborough, and then to attend his Grace 
to this Kingdom: 


Laft Thurfday Night was performed a 
Cotfort of Vocal and Inftrumental Mu- 
fick, fet by the famous Italian Matter ; 
with feveral Englifh Songs comipofed by 
the late Mr. H. Purcell; tor the Benefit of 
Seigniora Margaretta Gallia. 


This Day at the Theatre Royal in 
Dyury-Lane, will be revived the Rebearfal ; 
the Part of Baye’s to be performed by Mr. 
Eficourt. And at the Theatre in Little 
Lincolus-Inn-Fields , will be reprefented 
the laſt new Tragedy, called, The Corin- 
thian Queen, being the fifth time of Acting. 
The Part of the Corinthian Queen inimita- 
bly Play’d by Mrs. Barry. 


*{* If any Gentleman of the Uni- 
verfities or others, have any Copies of 
Verfes, or any thing that is fit to be 
Printed in this Paper, they are defired 
to fend them to Benjamin Bragg, the 
Publifber, and they fhall be incerted, 
provided they are not too long, and be 
thankfully received, and much oblige 
the Undertakers. 
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